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7^«r. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes, 

God i'aue the marke, here on hi s m ably breft, 

A piteous coarfe, a Bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as afhes, all bcdavvde in blood, 

All in goatc blood, I founded at the light. 

lu. O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at ouce 
To prifon eyes, nere lookt onlibertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne, end motion here, 

And thou and tforaeoprcffconc heauie beere. 

Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft friend I had, 

O curteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 

That cuer I fhould liue to fee thee dead. 

/«. What florme is this that blowes fo contrarie? 

Is ^Mweoflaughtrcd? and is Tybalt dead? 

My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then drcadfull Trumpet found the generall doome. 

For who is liuing, if thofe two are gone? 

Nur. Tybalt, is goue,and Romeo banifhed, 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

Juliet. O God, did Romeos hand {bed Tibalts blood? 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Mur. Oferpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 

lu. Did euer dragon keepe fo fane a Cauc? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicalb 

Rauenous doue,feathred Rauen, woluilh-rauening Iamhe, 
Defpifed fubftance of diuineft Grow: ^ 

Rift oppofite to what thou iufl ly teem ft, 

A damned fain*, an honourable villaine: 

O Nature , what hadft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou didft power the fpirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradife offuch fwcet flefhs’ 

Was euer booke contayning fuch vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit flrould dweil 


In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur. Theres no trufi, no faith, nohonenie in men, 
AU periurdc, all for- womc, all naugnr, all diftcmDleiS, 
Ahwheres my mau? gmc me fome Aqua. 



Thefe griefes, thefe woes, thefe forrowes make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo. 

lu. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh, he was not borne to fhamc: 

Vpon his brow (hamc is afham’d to fit: 

For tis a thronewhere honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth. 

O what a bcift was I to chide at him? 

Nur. Will you fpcakcwcll ofhim that kild your cozin? 
lu. Shall I fpcake ill ofhim that is my husband? 

Ab poore my Lord, what tongue fhall fmooth thy name, 
Whcnl thy threehoures wife hauemangledit? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozin? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild my husbands 
Backc foolifh teares, backe to your natiue fpring. 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy. 

My husband liues that Tibalt would haue flame. 

And Tibalts dead that would haueflaine my husband: 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepc I then: 

Some words there was worfer then Tibaltt death 
That murdered me, I would forget it faine. 

But oh itpreflej to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deedes to tinners minds, 

Tibalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banifhed , that one word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalt r. Tibalts death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or iffower woe delights in fellowlhip, 

And ncedly will be wranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when (he faid 7i£<*A/dead, 

Thy father or thy mother, nay or both. 

Which moderne Lamentation might haue moued. 

But with a reareward following Tibalts death, 

Romeo is banifhed to fpcake that word. 

Is father, mother, Tibalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All flaine, all dead: Ty>mto is banifhed. 
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